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despatched his sister from the house under an escort
of armed retainers and then rode off himself to
Margate, determined to cross the Channel and take
a part in the Dutch war. " If I return," he wrote,
" I will be welcomed home; if not, una bella morire
is better than a disquiet life/' But the Queen was
too quick for him. Robert Carey, sent galloping
after him, found him before he had taken ship and
brought him back to her Majesty. There was a
reconciliation; the royal favour blazed forth again;
and within a month or two Essex was Master of the
Horse and Knight of the Garter.

Yet, though the cloud had vanished, the sky
was subtly changed. A first quarrel is always an
ominous thing. In the curious scene at Lord War-
wick's, under the cover of jealousy and wounded
affection, a suppressed distrust, almost a latent
hostility, had, for a moment, come to the surface.
And there was more; Essex had discovered that,
young as he was, he could upbraid the great Queen
with impunity. Elizabeth had been angry, dis-
agreeable, and unyielding in her defence of Raleigh,
but she had not ordered those audacious protesta-
tions to stop; it had almost seemed that she liked
them.